Circus Acrobat

yet, on waking, it was as though she had come to visit one in
prison and the golden bars were broken.

Such dreams would come at long intervals, for no reason.
Another time, but now, it was the street of a little town. There
were inns with bow windows, but not in England. It was some-
where in the mountains, maybe in Switzerland. The mode of
travel was a motor car. Unlike most dreams, in which you get the
persons and then invent a background for them, this began with
that setting and, immediately, one knew what was impending. It
was the shooting of a film. The poetry was in the long and magical
delay, to the end of the street, and out to where the houses thinned.
This time there would be no disappointment. And, now, the de-
tail which, first of all, had been supplied for proof, for similitude,
faded into insignificance. What did it matter, since the truth was
coming! But when, oh! when! and in what form!

She was upon a white horse and, as we came up to her, was
already the acrobat of the fair, stooping down from the stirrups
with her head by the horse's belly, dressed for the wild west more
than for the circus ring, though the excitement of this vision
drives all memory of detail from the mind. Nothing remains but
her features, and the breath or poetry of her person. In a moment
the motor had gone past; but her face came, smiling, to the back,
still at that angle, as if on a level with her horse's body; or posed
for the camera in a close-up. Ah! then, the wind blew as though
one had been twenty and first felt it on the wrist and forehead, and
beating at the heart. It was as the flute of Krishna, to the sound of
which we feel his music in the pores of our skins. We would listen
and look on, ravished, unable to move, or motionless and weep-
ing. It was, even, that her maquillage; the shadows underneath her
eyes; her painted lips; her cheekbones that shone and were rounded
like the sheen of porcelain; her blue eyelids; her eyelashes and eye-
brows; made her into a temple dancer. We would linger, again and
again, at the blue eyelids of the little bayadere. For they are
touched with silver and, like the bruises on a nectarine, reveal the
beauty of her skin. The grease paint, and the painting of her lips
which are blue or mulberry for the sake of the camera, make her
equivocal. This dancer, who should not speak any language that
we understand, brings all her artifice into the part that she Is play-
ing. Here and now, she is a circus acrobat. But more than that.
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